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]l'lll' Jootor held ot his peaked white cap, and
\

" woe slipped into ity other silver picces
Cl T iz tumbled the little ieap from his
I"“'”th,,__ o his pocket: and its entry there
‘“"“'"-'ll . rippling over his face, as a stone
It \-" it water sends ripples to distant parts,
.m|.um'il"" his rglggwl straw, and clambiered
i the i again 1|ﬂl.l his hoat,
[ waiterd ntil later in the afternoon, when
i to come hack to the ship, bearing
ol dock-chairs and flowers, and then, at
Vil e departure I went ashore, 1 went
. antong the trees and hy-.'mfl-h_\' I.u.lz came
Hling i, swinging a green 5\\';!:.'11 against tl‘w
ik as e walked, and twisting a cigarette in
 eotner of his Il‘ltllﬂ!l.
el Jose " he said awkwardly.
allot | :Iilﬁ\\'t'f'l‘ll... L
b fave some of this, !u- said jerkily. e put
il inte his trousers” pocket, and dived about
o minute, and then brought out a bar of
ar-cndy.  Some seraps of paper hadl stuck io
anl bits of fluff from his pocket ; but he picked
o ol and it looked good,
S am not very well, I have @ headache,™ |
i : It | looked at the sweet.,
vl think it as good for headaches.
for vou.”
[ filled my mouth with it. It was very nice,
| | liked Lz better: for he seemed quiet and
k. not as he'was generally,
“Iiiz” | spluttered at last, munching and suck-
1 thie sweet.
SN s Jose " answered Laiz, nervously,
[ von know what the sky looks like to-
drs The blood of killed pigs! Youn are not
bl ar the |\|“lll§.I of ]l'f;;'?h. Luiz—not so ;_fu:l|1
the nien on the heach, \\-II‘\ il Nou let me
e upoagain? - And what was the thing that
like milk spilt in the water?”
We walked on slowly, side by side, amd for a
i tme Loiz did not answer,  Then at last he
ke ont all that had happened.
For a long time he had meant to kill me under
il had earried a little knife hidden in
Shand of his drawers to use when the chance
me. Pt he had not many chances, and once
twice Nis heart failed him at the moment.
e | elambered on to the deck to dive for the
v shillings, e knew that the time had come.
i mder the vessel's hull he struck at me
o twice. But [ owas slippery as an eel,
dostrnggled s and he did little harm,
Sl then, Jose,” he said, “just as | was go-
Lo Bt yor for the last time, the ‘urgamanta’
ught von inits faps: and 1 struck at him in-
il don’t know why 1 didn't Ter him finish,
st ettt and hacked away at the part that held
e ther we came to the surface. | was
st gome myselfz and yon were almost done
Fithont the urgamanta.” Yon couldn’t have
e up alone,™
s sweet is yvery nice, Luiz’ | said.
tovis ot what 1 had thought of saying.
Hhooght it with the money they gave me for
Mg von,” e answered,  “You— V- e
miiered, and gave a linde sigh s then he spoke
i 2 rsh, “You ought to have half of it.  Then
ok alot of silver from his pocket hurriedly ;
e connted it slowly and lovingly, and [ was
M Te was going to put it hack again.  Dut at
il gve me the half,
.ri{l,m'. I *Ilid then, though | had heen trying
Vs vou look strong: and hold, and—
rither savage, | look quict and meek and
Lol That's how 1 get more than you
ive for sixpences,”
> said iz, wondering.
r“‘f,"'lﬂ- the n:.:xl s.hip comes, we will be part-
'Lm.-h'.; ' ']. I will stop at the back, looking
b .ll1l.l the people will throw me money.
MHmnst pounce on it, and get it away
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from my hands,
crye The English
hate you and like
Chen we will mee
the money."
“Yes," suid Luiz. i
§," & Atlz, “that will be good. We s
b nod, e shall
m.nl\u more, much more, like that.h
\'c-n;\-'nll \u hegan talking about it loudly, feeling
N pleased : and suddenly we walked right into

two men who were going towards the town
Hullo!" said one, ‘

Iiill;.:llisll(:1l:|’i'|l:qI. and 1 saw that it was the bearded

“What's happened, Lujz?"

We were under the light of a lamp, and | saw
that it was Senhor Martin, the American, who
lives at the big hotse on the New Road, Luiz's
tather is his gardener. S
m-.,“i.f:':-;; [-\;::II:INlI::-"ill';n;,rl‘lshnmn. "l!wg are the
bwe \ s £ you about. You might
ask what really happeneil under the ship. One
didn’t understand English, and this oy here was
toa bad to understand even his mother tongue f

Senhor Martin looked puzzled, *But this hov
Luiz understands English well enough.” he sai
Fhen he turned to Luiz, and spoke in Portu ruese ;
"”:.I Litiz answered gravely and rather sullenly,

He says I wis an ‘urgamanta,’ said Senhor
Martin, turning 1o his friend, and laughing,

I'he diving-hoys here have a wonderful story of
a beast that lies on its back, and catches hoys in
s flaps, and drags them to the bottom. “The
only thing 1 know that floats on its back like that
foats on its hack like that is the ‘sapo grande’' —
bigr toad-fish, you know ; they call it that becatse
it has warts on'its nose, and blows itself out like
a balloon: but 1 think they're harmless enough
with human beings. | expect it was an octopus,
or some kind of cephalopodic thing, or possibly
only seaweed,  hat how was it you had the knife
vith vou, el ®” L

Linz muttered some excuse: and the two men
walked, Taughing, tovard the English Club, for
their colfee. .

Luiz and | went to our homes, and to bed.

And that night [ dreamed. not of killed pigs,
but of cakes, and fruit, and sweets, and piles of
shining sixpences.

Lwill Tet you take it, and will
peaple will see that, and will
me and throw more and more,
tin the market-place and divide

LUCIAN SORREL,
{In Chapman’s Magazine.)

Diamond Head.
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IAMOND HEAD s
perhaps the best known
featnre of this island.
[Zverybody knows it, the
pn:ésin).‘; tourist, the eas-
ual visitor, They sketch
it, kodak it, buy paint-
ings of it and when
they get back home rave
about it, It is quite a
usual thing on an in-
coming hoat to hear, as
the hold headland looms
up and the Captain
points it out to his fau
charges, “Oh, yes, Dia-
wond Head. ['ve heard

of that hefore.”

\Mark Twain eulogises
it in his late book **Fal-
Jowing the Equator’ praises Diamond Head and
doesn’t say a word about the ecats, but then he
didn't come ashore the last time, otherwise he
must have reverted to his old friends the cats.
Aside from Twain's and other novelists’™ recom-
mendations, Diamond Head is one of the most

striking promontories in the world. From shore
or sca, glowing in the rays of sunset—gray at
sunrise, or dusky purple at night it's bold rock
ribbed outlines stamp themselves indelibly on the
memory ; though of the many who admire it,
there are few who care to climb, It must be a
lovely view from the top,” said one fair visitor
who graced our isle this summer, “let's make up
a party and climb it.”  But they didn't, [t doesn’t
look easy from the lanai of the Hawaiian Hotel
annex and by the time you get to the light-house
the spurs of the Head look very long and steep
and many an enthusiastic group of climbers have
felt their courage ogze out of their toes and gone
for a dip instead. " That is the ladies, and the
gentlemen of course kept with their fair com-
panions.

It isn't an easy climb for ladies or even men,
the distance is not so long nor the danger great
but the wind and the crumbling coral present dif-
ficulties that make the trip tiresome. The shore
side of the Head has shorter and easier slopes, but
it's a long way round. Still the game is “worth
the candle,” there is a splendid view from the
Hagstaff and the old crater is well worth a visit,
I'he chief essentials are old clothes, stout nailed
boots, for the rocks are sharp and slippery, and a
sure foot. The writer has climbed in many coun-
tries and on many ranges and has reached the
point where he does not consider it an ignominy
to clamber on all fours ; this position will be found
a wise precaution in places on Diamond Head.
Another good idea is to stick to a trail going up
and not to leave it coming down. Don't be tempt-
e by the hollows between the ribs where the dry
bed of a torrent has once whirled and surged,
leaving a tempting looking path to the bottom.
Don't tackle it, stick to the ridge, the gully looks
short and it looks easy from the top and not im-
practicable from the bottom. Half way down
though, you come across precipices, miniature in-
deed, but none too easy. This is a warning from
experience,

The gully is perhaps three or four feet wide
and the precipice ten feet high, all of which
sounds easy in print, but;—you are standing, or
rather supporting yourself on a slope of decom-
posed rock that breaks away in litle cubes at the
touch; the place where you are to land at the
hottom of the drop is another slope ready to slide
away unider your feet, You sit on the edge of the
dry fall and spread-eagle vourself across the
guleh.  If yvou are a woman you wish you hadn’t
come, if a man vou talk to vourself and jolly
yourself along at being afraid of a little thing like
that. Finally you slip over the edge and—zip |—
vou reach the bottom in a most ungainly sitting
pose, hastily taken to save yourself from incon-
tinently proceeding to sea level. The skin on
ankles and elbows has gone and most important
point of all—you can’t get back. Then the rest
of the party silhouette themselves against the sky
coming down the ridge, laughing and having a
good time and vou duck vour head, lest they
should see vou, though you know they couldn’t
see a giraffe in the beautiful little trap vou find
vourself in.  Finally you reach the end of the
“short cut,” hrised physically and perhaps men-
tally, according to vour sense of humor as applied
against vourself, The rest of the folks are wond-
ering what kept vou so long and you murmur
somethine ahout “looking for specimens™ and
don’t g0 in bathing until after dark, when the
tonie of thegsurf finds out your sore spots and
relieves vour stiffness at the same time. There
is a trail leading up directly from the lichthouse
that is the shortest ascent and practical enough
with a stiff little scramble just before yvou reach
the crest, or there is a longer and easier wav
rommned nn the next rib eastward, The old aviom
of “facilis descensus est™ is reversed on Diamond
Hend, Coming down needs as much care as
eoing up.  The chief difficulty in hoth cases is the
extreme hrittleness of the rock and the lack of
hushes or grass to lend a helping hand.




